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The Hifiortsf 

Pwf.Cotne hither, F ranch. 

Fr#*a.f.My Lord. 

Pr»»ff,How long had thou tolcrue,Fr4wm ? 

Francis . Forfooth fiue yeeres,and as much as to 

P oynes. F Mwr. 

Fr<**or. A non,anon , fir. 

P rince. Fiuc ycercs i berlady a long ieafe for the cbincking 
©f pcwtertBut Frame/, dared thou bee fo valiant, as to play the 
coward with thy Indenture, and ihew it afaire paireotheelej, 
and runne from it ? 

Francis, O Lord fir, lie befwomcvpona'.l theBookesm 
England, l could find in my heart. 

Voines.Frantts. Francis. Anon fit. 

Prince. How old art thou,Fr« 0 f& ? 

Fr4»c«.Let meefee , about Michaelmas next 1 (halt bee*. 

P 'tines. Francis. 

Francis. Atioa fir,pray you flay a little,my Lord. 

Prince. May, but harkeyou Francisftbv the Sugar thougaueil 
*ne,'twas but apennyworth,waft not ? 

Franca, O Lord, I would it hadbecne two. 

P rince. I will giue thee for it a thouiand.pound , askemec 
when thou wilt^ud thou (halt haue it. 

Fetma. Franca*. ^ Francis. Anon, anon. 

frtxcc. Anon F ranch ? No F ranch t but tomorrow Franc.) 
or Francis, on Thurfcday .• orindeed Praam, when tbou wilt:. 
But Francis t 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prww.Wilt thou rob this leatherne lerkin, Chriftall but. 
ron, Not-pated , Agat ring, puke hocking, Caddicc garter,. 
S moot h- tongue, Spanifh pouch ? * 

Francis . O Lo rd fi r,w ho do you me»ne ? 

, W , hy then your * r ownc bafiard is yoar onelv 
Frames* , your White canuefle doubla 
WiJliu/lcy.In Bariary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

ranch. What fir } Paine*. Francis 

r*»r». A way you rogue , doft thou not heare them call? 

$Heere they ictk call him, theVrawer ft and* amazed, m 
knowing which way ttgoe. Enter Vintner. 
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Henry the Fourth 

Vint. What, ftandft thou ftill, and heareft fuch a calling f 
looke to the Ghefts within. My Lord, old fir lohn with half© 
a dozen more, are at the dore.fhall I lec them in f 

frin. Let them alone a while, and then open thedore.-Powiv 

T tines. A non, anon fir. Enter Brines , 

p rin. SitTAft a/ft aft/ and the reft of th e Thecues , are at the 
door e, Aral 1 wee bec-merry? 

?m*»As merry as Crickets, my Lad:but harkeyee, what 
cunning match baue you made with this ieft of the Drawer ? 
came, what's the iflue ? 

Pri».l am now of ail humors, that haue fliewed tbemfelaes 
bumor^fincctheold daics of good man Adamy t he pupil 1 age 
ofthisprefent Twcluc a clocke at midnight. What’s a clocke, 
Franc ts} 

Francis. Anon, anon fir. 

Priwtf.That cuer this fellow fhould haue fewer words then 
aParrat, and yet the fonof a Woman. His induftry is vp ftaires' 
and downs ftaires , his eloquence the parcel! of a reckoning. I 
am not yet of Perceyt minde, the Hotfjmr of the Worth, he that- 
kils me feme 6 or 7. dozen of 5m/ at a breakfaft , wafhes his 
hands, andfayestohis wife , Fie vpon this quiet life,. I want 
work, O my fweet Harry fayes fhee I how many haft thou kild> 
today. ? Giue my Roan horfc a drench ( layes he )and anfwers r 
fomefourteenc, an hour after:atrifle,atrifie.I precheecali in 
Falftafte , ife play Percy , and that damn’d Brawn/ fhall play 
Dame Mortimer bis wifc.^s/aies the drunkard ;call in ribs, , 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Falftafte* 

?<>/*<?/. Welcome lache , where haft thou been ? ' 

Falf, A plague of all co wards I fay, and a vengeance too, 0 
maryand Amen.'ginemcaeupoffacke,Boy. Ere I lead® this 
life long,i!efow netherftocks , and mend them ; andfoot them • 
too. A plague of all cowards^Giuc me acup of lacke,roguc,rs 
thereno vertueextant? 

P«»«,D idftfhou neuer fc cTitan kifle a difhof butter, pitti- 
iull hearted Jit or. ,that melted at the fweet tale of the Sun ? if 
thou dtdit, then behold that compound. • 
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